A Southern Christmas Eve.
*Twas Christmas Eve in 5 Bouthern town,
The sir was soft and dWeet,
And the sinking sun locked lightly down
Ou the gay and crowded satreet,
While roses and violets blooming near,
Made my little girl say,
*‘Ja it Christmas here ?

A% hom3 the snow is on the ground,
The sir is cold and clear,
And greens and holly are hung around
To keep the Christmas cheer,
How can St. Nicholas come in hie sleigh,
If all the enow is melted away ?

““What will he do with his big fur cost,
The icicles on his hair?
The tinkling bells won't sound a note
With no Jack Frosi in the air.
Twould be just folly, O, mother dear,
To bang up my stocking--no Christmas here .

“But,” I said ; *’I eee the Christmas slar,
High in these Bouthern skiee, e
And the Christmas light is streaming far
An 1 ghines in the people’s eyes.
I’m s tro 8¢, Nick will find the way
Without Jack Frost and the reindeer sleigh.”

Farly my little girl went to bed,
\'hat the night might shorter seem ;
And scarce had she pillowed her curly hend,
Than she dreamed a beantifal dream ;
And wondrous mueic seemai to bear
A meszage of joy on the balmuy air. |

Nearer and nearer it seemed to come,
Bweeter and sweeter it grew,
Till the Christmas light wasin the room
And the Christmas glory, toc ;
While the angels’ song rang from the sky,
“4*All glory be to God on high !

“All glory be to God cn high,
And peace, good-will on earth !
“Thus joyous rose the angels” cry
To hail our Baviour's hirth ;
And e’er the radiance paseed away,
The light had dawned on Christmas- day.

A SORRY CHRISTMAS.

“A merry Christmas dnd a lappy
New Year, sir|” said Dame Sparlit to
Robert Dyson, minister of Redlands, as
he passed her cottsge on his way tothe
Manse. ‘““Doubt but you'll have busy
times at the chureh this week. Miss
D’Almaino’sn rare one at decoration.
It did look that beautiful last year, you
couldn’t think!” .

“Yes, we begin them to-morrow,
dame,” langhed the young clergyman ;
ssand all work nunder Miss D’Almaine’s
orders. Bheo declares this year shall
excel the last. A meiry Ohristmas and
# happy New Year!” he repeated, as
he proceeded on his road. *“Burely, if
eny man i3 cortain of that, I am.”

And the Raverend Robert Dyson
whistled a secular air below his breath.
Iadeed, he was remarkably happy; and
bat for his eloth, was light-hearted
enough to have liked to join the young-
sters skating on the pond, their joyous,
free-from-care shours th2t echoed in
the clear, frosty air, harmonizing with
his humor.

Robert Dyson had reason for his hap-
pinosss. Not only did he love, Int he
had been accepted by Helen D'Alm iine,
and their marriage was to take plac3the
carly part of the New Year,

His whistling, there being no onn to
condemn it as unclerical, continuec! un-
til, erossing the churchyard, he reached
the small gate leading into the Manse
garden. "Then he stopped, for he per-
ceived a man leaning over it—a fair, far
from ill-looking man, but with furtive,
shifty eyes, and with, taken altogether,
a very poveriy-stricken appearance.

On beholding him, Robert Dyson
halted, darkly frowning, and exclaim-
ing, in startled, angry tones, ‘“What,
you here azain?”

“Yes,” replied the other, fronting
round, and langhing easily; *“like the
proverbial bad penny, I am sure toturn
np. Howaro you, Bob? I ecallel at
tho honse, and found you weren't in.”

“What right had you to call? What
do yon waut ?”

“‘What n goestion after these years
of experisnco! Monay! I want two
hanired and fifty dollars to save me

“Stop! Do not trouble to ulter
falsehoods for excuse 1” broke in Robert
Dyson, sternly. *‘Ween Igave you the
last, I vowed never to yield again to
vour extortion. 1 value my word and
shall not broak il.”

“You know ths consequences ?”

“Perfectly, and accept them, J was
au idiot ever to pay you for silence.”

“Really " langhed the other. Do
you fancy, then, the world has grown
more generous gince you did sc? 1
hear you are going to be spliced. What
will Miss ID’Almaine say to a husband
whose father——"

‘“Yours, not mine !” broke in Robert
Dyson. “My poor deceived mother's
husband, but not my father. No blood
of his flows in my veins. Yes, I am go-
ing to wed Miss D'Aimaine ; but do not
imagine I do so with sach a secret hid-
den from her, ‘and she knowing, the
whole world mey know, You see, John
Bachanan, your power is gone—all is
over between us.”

As he spoke, he moved toward the
gate. The other stepped back with a
gecnliar expression in his countenance ;

ut when the minister was aboutto pass
through, he caught his arm, detaining
him, while he said :

“Do you mean this, Robert Dyson?
Have a care!”

“I mean it I” was the firm response.

“Bo wise. Give me the two hundred
sad fifty this once. You are rich; I
am poor,”

“Thera are both poorer and more
honest in this village. Togive to them
wonld ba a charity; to give to yom, =
ein, for it would go to be lost, or enable
vou to cheat others at ihe green-cloth.
Nover! You have my answer. I will
n~% give you another shilling I”

“Yon will repent it!” remarked the
other, throngh his teeth,

Rabert D ;son slightly - shragged his
shenlders, snd went on.

“Very woll,” exclaimed John Buch-
anan, leiniog cvar tho gate, ““Go ; bat
bafore the week is out, Bob Dyson, you
shill carse this day—shall wish that
you had given me a thousand instead of
fitty ; but then it will be too late. Ay
father was a forger, was he?—but you
wote not his son. No; but I know
more than that—so shall all Redlands.
Wait 1"

What did he mean? Involuntarily
Robert Dyson .alted, half a mind to go
back. 'Tat! it was but a threat. Had
not this man, his dead mother’s step-
8on, used such for years? Now was the
tim> to make a firm stand and cast this
incubus fromhim. Reaching the house,
the minister looked round. John Bach.
anan had disappeared,

Belore twe days were over, Robert
Drson had ceased to remember the visit,
1{ had far pleasanter matters to think
wouat, The fine old charch was to ba

decked

A whole carload of bouﬁ::d.
i;'o . :lha and many were

onse flowers, wman

hands enrolled nnder pretty Helen
D’'Almaine's orders to make C
and bouguets, which a band of eager
male volunteers, headed by Robert
Dyson, waited to nail ard fasten up.

“Did yon ever see the holly fulier of
berrias ?* langhed Helen, gayly, to ibe
minister; “That's the clear, antifal
weather we have had. It makes every
thing more beaatifal 1” )

“Everything that is capable of being
rendered more 82,” he retorted, with an
ardent glance. "

“Don’t be sbsurd, Roberi,” she
answered, gayly. “I do not like com-
pliments, you know.”

¢ Then, Helen, it is your fault, for yon
ara the only woman I have ever compli-
manted.” :

“‘And you are eight-and-twenty,” she
lsnghed. Yet, with scarlet curiosily
not un-common to her sex, who are
loved. Do you really, actually mean,
Robert, that you never cared for any-
one —just even a tiny little bit—before
you met me? Now"—-atoppmg him,
jastingly, with upraised finger—‘be
wreful how you answer. Remember,
you are on your oath I"

¢4, in that case,” he rejoined, sm1l-
ng, “I must confess that, some filteen
sers or 80 &2o, I haa a strong fancy for
a certain young lady in frocks, with pink
cheaks and golden hair ; also foranother
golden-hairedl inamora‘s who was old
enough to be my mother, Ialwaysloved
golden hair, Helen. Are you jealous?

“Not of those two, and 1 am toc
busy to catechise goa more closely 3l
present. Pray hold this branch, I wan'
to tie these flowersin it. Dear, hw
slowly we get on. There's the front to
be done yet ; and"—looking up toward
the windows—*‘evening is already upon
us.”

They were busily occupied—Rose at
the edge, Helen atthe foot, when their
attention was attracted by an exclawa-
tion of surprise uttered by Robert Dy-
son. Advancing with some branches of
laurel, he had stopped abraptly, and
was gazing fitedly toward the entrance,
The girls naturally lcoked in the same
direction, and hecame equally interested
by what they beheld.

The large raby-red curtain vailing
the church entrance was being held
back, apparently by a small ehild be-
tween three and four years old. The
pure snow without, made dazzling by
moonlight, formed a background to the
tiny, graceful little figure. One emall
hand rested on the curtain, the other
held a poor, furred hood and cape
about her shoulders, while from a
shower of golden hair, a pretty, baby
face, with large blue eyes peeped
forth.

“Gracious! what little winter fairy is
this, the little darlinz?” cried Helen
D’Almaine.

At the sound of her voice the child
turned ; then, extending her small arms,
ran a few steps toward Robert Dyson,
exclaiming, “Papa, papa, Meenie is so
eold, and so ismamma |” Then, timidly
she stopped, meeting no responsa.

Helen D'Almaine locked at her lover,
who was gazing at the child, and ad-
vancing, said, ‘My darling, who are
you—who do yon want

“I'm Meenio; and mamma sent me
in for him—for papa.”

“Child, I am not your father,” said
Robert Dyson.

“Sarely, Robert, you have rot the
hardness of heart fo disown your own
offapring ?"* broke in a femals voice;
and glancing up they saw, standing in
the doorway, & woman,

BShe was neatly clad, but quite insuf-
ficiently for the inclement season.
Once pretty, her features were now
meagre and pinched, while tcesses of
sunny golden hair fell about her shoul-
ders.

“My offspring!” ejaculated Robert
Dyson, indignauntly., “Never have I
seen you or this child befora, What
do you mean, woman? Who are you ?”

¢Who am 1 ?” repeated tha woman,
sadly, eutering and drawing the child
to her. ‘*You ask that? Ah! What
matters it to you if we starve and dis,
while you live in comfort ?* Pr'aps I
ought not to have come like this, but I
was driven to despair. I thought the
gight of her might move you. Don't
—don’t cast usoff I” Andbending over
the child, the woman sobbed bitterly.

Robert Dyson was white to the lips,
which were sternly set. The church
decqrators had gathered near, surprised,
scandalized, curions.

Helen D'Almaine moved forward.

“Woman,"” said she, “*who are you ?”

“The lawful wife of this child’s
father. Ask Robert Dyson if he dare
deny it.”

‘¢ All tha’ this woman says isutterly
falsa!’ exclaimed Robert Dyson, rous-
ing himself and stepping forward, ealm
but stern. *I swear it by the sacred
edifice in which we stand! Thisis a
plot tobring disgrace and trouble npon
me; bat I know well who has formed
it, and on him the punishment shall
fall. Gregson,”—turning to the verger
—*run to the village—tell the eon-
stable I need him. This woman must
be arrested.”

“I will prove all that I have said,
Robert Dgyson,” siid the woman,
quietly. “Yod are a courageous man,
and meet it bravely. Well,I can save
the officer the trouble of coming. I am
going to the ‘ Bine Bell;’ you can send
him there. (ome, my poor pet.” And
nestling {thn eolden head of the child
»n her ghoulder, the woman passed out,
carrying thesympathy of all with Ler,

Robert Dyson’s brain whirled, and
was dazed by the enormity and sudden-
ness of the ascosation.

Recovering himself, conquering his
agitation, he said, guietly.

“I feal that my simple denial, rave
to those who know and ecan trust me”
—and he glanced toward Helen D'Al-
maine, who stood, her head averted,
leaniog against & pew—**will be but
waste of words. But the confession
shall be made as publicly as the charge
has bean. 1 shall not rest till 1 have
seen to that.”

“No one came forward or spoke to
him. All leoks were averted. Robert
Dyson got his hat and walked to the
door. By Helen D’Almaine hestapped.

‘‘Helen,” he said, in a low fone, ** you
know me—yon, I hope, trgst me—yon
do not believe this?” .

She pansed a sacond,then looking up,
she answerad, holding forth her hard:

“No, Robert, I cannot! But here’
are others yoa must satisfy—my father
—Dbefore I can be your wife. This
mystery must be removed.”

““1t shall be I he rejoined, fervently,
and hastened from the chureh, -

Rapidly he walked over the enow to
the little town. The first step he saw to
be taken was to secuare the women,

Juohn Baoehanan's accomplice. The |

question was, had she really gomne to
the “Blue Bell,” or had she, which was

A heathe would rdutal £+
Oh, certainly ; for she had left her lit-

. -
"go. * gaid the smiling
»

lifting a shawl from two chairs, ““isn’t
she the prettiest love you ever saw?”

ionere Dyson gazad in silence ak
Meenio, rosily flushed with sleep, and,
without a word, %t“ itted the room.

“The woman fled, leaving the
child here,” he reflected. ‘‘She must
be found.” And he proceeded fo the
police station to lay information. As
he went, a parishionsr wished him the
soason’s gree'ing. _

“A mercy Christmas for me,” he mut-
tered, with a bitter langh. “And yet
how few hours ago I deemed it would be
the happiest aud best! B0 it might had
I given that scoundrel the money he
waated. Bat, no.” resolutely; “I am
giad I did not. I will brave him, and
John Buachanan at a court of jastice
shall crave my mercy, not I his.”

Bat the flading of John Bachanan
sud the woman proved no easy task.
B>th had disappeared.

Robert Dyson put the matter in the
hands of a detective ; but with no im-
mediate result.

Meanwhile, the little forlora, aban-
doned waif, ‘*“Meenie,” remained at the
inn. ]

What was to be done with the child?
T'he good-natured landiady decided.

A bit aud sup eounldn't bas much for
such a mite. Bhe would take care of it
until matters wera arranged, when, per-
bhaps, she might ba rewarded for her
trouble by them to whom tho little
thing belonged. In her owxn mind
she raferred to Robert Dyson. Radlands
was divided ian its opinion regarding
him
and nrzamant, people always do divide.

A3 to the minister himsel{, he had not
only told his story—how his mother, a
rather waak, vain, pretty woman, had
inveigled, to her misery, into a marriage
with a sconandrel, while he, R bert, was
at Cymbridge—to Helen D Almaine and
her father, but he le’ it be knowa to all
"Redlands, also, how foolishly he had paid
Johu Buchanan to keep silence, having
nervous dread of disgrace, and also of
that last meeting at the Manse gate,
with John Bachanan's threats,

AMr. D'Almains said he saw no reason
to disbslisva R bert Dyson’sstory; yef
the eharge made against him was a
darine and dingecrous one for even an
enemy to make, and until everything
was satisfas'orily made c'ear tothe pub-
lic, he could nobt counsent to receive
Robert Dyson as previously, much less
a3 Helen's affivnced husband.

The minister's position was bitter to
bear. Those who once had been friends
tnrned eold ; and even thoze who showed
ao outward change, he knew mistrusted
him in their hearts, while he becamean
object of curious interest and gossip to
the poorer classes.

More than once Jobn Buchanan's
words had come true. He wished he
had given him the money. But it was
but & momentary weakness,

‘“No!"” he exclaimed, firmly. *“What-

- landlady,

T ever comes, I'll live it down. It is I,

not he, whoshall conquer.”

8 the days went by. ChristmasEve
came. Robert Dyson passed it alome.
He had had invitations, but refused
them. How eould he be gay with this
dark clond about him? A cloud which,
if he could not disperse it, must sep-
arate him from Helen.

COhristmas morning dawned. The
heavy snowfall had melted, a wild wind
blew overthe land, butthe sky was clear
anfl bright.

For the first time since the eveat,
Rbart Dyson ascended the pulpit. His
glanes round showed many seats vacant,
There were those who had judged and
condemned him already. He bit his
lip. Then, abruptly, hv put aside the
saermon he had prepared, and, fronting
the congregation, ecalmly gave out the
text, “‘Judge not, last yo be judged.”

It was an impromptu sermon. Com-
ing from his heart, ittouched the hearts
of others, but it exhausted Robert
Dyson. Reaching the vestry, he dropped
into a seat, hishead bowed on his hands.

“The fight is too difficult,” he moaned,
] must snecumb ; I eannot bearit|”

He waited until the groups that lin.
gered in the churchyard to talk over the
startling and powerful sermon had gone,
then went to his solitary Christmas
dinner at the Manse. He had but one
consolation. Helen had met his glance
from the D'Almaine pew with a bright,
encouraging smile,

Never was day more dreary to Robert
Dyson, who had reckons:il uponits being
the merriest. While i was light he
remained at home, not earing to meet
men's glances ;. but when the early
winter night set in, he wandered forth,
too restless, too wretched to remain
longer still.

He involuntarily bent his steps to the
Manor., Eatering the grounds by a
private gate, he proceeded through the
trees until he came in front of the
homse,

From every window issued rays of
light ; figures passed and repassed the
blinds of the lower rooms. Occasion-
ally, strains of musie reached him,

Bat for John Buchanan he might
have been there—there with Helen, his
betrothed, who now, he knew, mounrned
in her heart as did he. But forJohn
Buchanan!

Robert Dyson, throwing up his
wrm?, ia his - bittor indignation,
cursed him. Then, after a space, mad-
dened by being so near Helen, yet un-
able to join her, he tore himself from
gl:] dzpot, and wandered across the

He had not observed, as he guitted
the Manor grounds, a man emerge from
the shadow and follow him. Apparent-
ly, he had the intention of overtaking
;he other, only the latter walked too

ast.

Keovertheless, now and again puffing
at & cigar, the man kept on his track,

Where was Robert Dyson going?
Would he turn soon? It was a
night for a walk.
baﬁi-m{pgy, the minister, roaching the

of the river, sto s ing in
the whirling waters, S5 B e

The other by a few quick strides was
by his side.

_“Well, Bob Dyson,” he remarked,
lightly, * what do you say now ? Have
I kept my word ?”?

The minister leaped at the other.

“Villain!” he exclaimed. * I have
you now! Yon shall not escape I”

¢ Not quite. See, Iam prepared!” And
stepping back, he presented a small
pistol. :

“Coward! Bat I will summon aid.”

¢ Difficult to find it here, 1 reckon,
Tut, tut! Listen to reason. I have
come to give you a last chance. Five
hundred dollars and I clear your char-
acter. I'll confess the plot.”

*“Not a dollar!"” was the resolute re-
sponse.

“J give you five minutes.”

*“I do not require one. I refuse. I

uot probable, taken to flight ?
He proceeded to the inn. Yes, the

leava all to time.”

1t oaly for the sake of opposition’]

‘bask? Noaver! He would bs free of

‘chloroform, pnt in charge of a con-

wild | hunting rendezvous near Berea. Here

l

| appearance of bLeing lost, but with head

up the river bank, Should he call him

this man, at least. He watohed bhim
tarn af the narrow rustic bridge,
smlghuo&' bask. h'nmto m‘t,?ﬁg:
no sign. He saw him step upon 1
—all was rapid-as in adream. The
bridge, undermined 1 the
swollen water, yielded beneath his
weight. A wild cry, then bnage snd
msan were whirling in the river to-
gether.

Just one moment RBobert Dyson
paused. The next he had sprung down
the bank, and seizinz an over-
tree, leaned far over the waters. If he
could catech John Buchanan as he
passed, he might save him. It was his
only chancs.

Here he cams, helpless, whirled here
and there. Ah, too far! No, no!l he

had seized his arm. The bridge and |

the waters 1nshed on, but Robert Dyson

had saved his enemx.

* * % *

“The spise is injured; he ecan live
but a brisf space "

It was tho doector who spoke, after
examining John Buchanan, who was
lying on & couch in the manor library.

‘1 hear you, doctor,” said the dying
man, “I know it. But a few minutes
will suffice to clear the innocent. Bob,
you are a brave, good fellow. I bid all
here know that the charge madeagainst
Robert Dyson is false. The woman
was my own wife; it was my own child.
Don’t let people blame poor Currie. . 1
forced her to say what she dil out of
revenge, and to extort monsy from him.
In return, he risked his life to save
mine. It is mot his far': T die. Iam
sorry for what I did, Bo»» As I said, I
am a bad psnny; but I shan’t turn up
again. Cun yon forgive me?”

Robert Dyson pressed his hand.

“Thanks, Bob. Siay; will you be a
friend to my poor, innocent little
Meenie ?”

T will.”

“Thank yon. You—you msy havea
merry Christmas yet Mine—is ended.”

It was; for with the words the soul
took flight.

The revalsion from misery to joy
made, after all, that Christmas the mer-
riest to the young minister, who passed
it by the side of Helen D'Almaine, his
betrothed.

Years of prosperity and happiness
have ensued, bat they cannot guite
efface from Robert Dyson’s memory the
suffaring of that one Christmas day.

Grandmother Gray. ~

Padeld and fair, in her oid arm chair,
Bunset gilding her thin white hair,

Siulently knitting sits Grandmother Gray ;
Whils I on my elbows beside her lean,
And tell what wonderful things I mean

To have, and to do, i1fI can some day ;
You can talk so to Grandmother Gray—
She doesn’t langh nor send you away.

I see, a3 I look from the window-seat,
A house there yonder across the street,
With a fine Freneh roof and & frescoed
hall ;
The deep bay windows are fall of flowers,
They’ve a clock of bronze that chimes the
hours,

And a fountain—I hear it tinkle and 7all
When the doorsarsopen: “I mean,” I say
“To live in a house like that some day.”
“*Joney will do

i ”
Gray. » ”
‘*1here’s a low barouche, all green and gold,
And a pair of Iiorses as black as jet,
1've seen driven by ; and before am old,
A turpout like that I hope to get.
How they prance and shine in their harnees
Ry
What fun ‘twould be if they ran away I”
“Moncy will buy them,” says Grandmother
Gray.

says Grandmother

“lo-morrow, I knew, agreat shipssails
Out of port and acroas (he 82a ;

Oh to feel in my face the ocean gales,
And the salt waves dancing under me !

In the old. far lands oflegend and lay

I long to roam —and I ghall sgome day.”

‘Money will dd it,” says Grandmother
Gray.
““‘And when, like me, yon are old,” says she,

“And gerting and going aro done with, dear,
What then, do you think, willtheone thing be
You will wish and need to content you
here 77
“0Oh, when in my chair I have to stay,
Love, yon see, will content me,” 1 say.
““I'hat money won't buy,” says Grandmother
Gray.
e ——— —

A DOG STORY.

—_—

Finding His Way Home Under
Circumstances.

A curious and interesting experiment
has been tried to ascertain the faculty
by which animals find their way back to
femiliar places after being removed to
long distances. In order to prevent
any knowledge that might be obtained
by the direction or_other ccnditions, a
dog was placed under the influence of

Strange

ductor on & nizght train, and sent from
Cincinnati to Somersst, Ky., a distance
of 160 miles. The conductor reports
that on the way the dog slept soundly,
except in occasional groan like a
“Christian in a whisky fit.” In the
early twilight of the morning after the
start, while the train was taking on
wood at & side track eighteen miles
from Somersct, he escaped from the
caboose and started off in a ‘‘dazed
sort of way,” bu' when pursued ““gath-
ered himself up” and disappeared across
ameadow. Thirty-eight hours afterward
he made his appearsnce in Cinecinnati,
having passed ovcr the distance of 142
miles. Sometime a‘terward the same
dog was pat under the ivflaence of ether
and his nose bindazed to prevent the
use of his sceat faculty. He was then

laced in a wicker basket, and putting

im uponau elevated train he was taken
southwest to Danville Junetion, east to
Orab Orchard, then northeast to a

he was kept in a wood-shed and closely
oonfined overnizht. The nextmorning
he was taken outon the farm and turned
loose. He immediately started for
home—not by the way he had come but
in a bee-linefor Ciacinnati. He hadno

erect pnshed forward asif he knew the
way perfectlv. He crossed two broad
rivers and stre:: mountain ranges, and
had to pass by s¢ through five towns,
the centers of a bewildering net-work of
roads and by-roads. He had never been
in that part of the country before, nor
within sixty miles of Berea. The wind
was not from the direction of Cincin-
nati when he took his course, and
four days afterward he came to hi
master on the streets of Oinciunati,
water-soaked and fall of burs. Now,
the guestion is, what induced the dog to
walk due morth? It could not have
been memory, for there was nothing to

| that it could have been scent, for all the

remember, and it does not seem

1t used to be the sa in the army :
When my mule played out after an
all-day’s ride throuneh a Missouri snow-
storm, I dropped off into snow a foot
deep and more coming, and felt a bit
discouraged.

It was in a back county, if there are
any back counties in that state, and the
settlers had located their cabins just six
miles apart to a rod. When I set out
to walk and pull the mule to boot, he
looked up at the sky, around at the
woods, and keeled over in despair. I
was trudging along in the enow over m
boot tops, and thinking how mue
easier it was to drown than to freeze to
death, when the sound of a fiddle
reached me between the snow-flakes,
and I disccvered I had reached a six-
mile eabin.

“Oome in, old hoss!™ sang out s
voice, as I fell ageinst the door,

When I opened it I was in a room
about sixteen feet aqbua.re—-tha only one
in the house. The big fire-place gave
light, and the furniture was home -made.
A gaunt, long-haired pioneer sat ona
shake-down bed playing the fiddle;a
& gaunt, slim woman was dancing in the
center of the floor, and several chi

were reattered around as spectators.

* Keep it up, old woman—'deevning,
stranger—be throrngh in a minit ; find a
cheer. Go in for all yer worth, Mary I”
called fhe fiddler, as I thut the door be-
hind me, :

As I walked to the firo one of the
children wheeled up a block of wood,
and the father remarked :

“ Powerful storm ontside, stranger-—
keep them feet gwine, old lady—you
children wipe off yer mouths and sing
with me : - :

“*I was forty miles from Pike,
And the road was full of snow,
And iho wind was getting ready
Fur to hump itself and blow.”

“Faster now—change off higher—up
with them hoofs—round with ye —hoe
‘er down—ladies change—that's all—
stranger, howdy I”

I was made at home.

“Wali, now, but this seems to be the
hand of Providence,” faid the old man,
e' I droew uptoibe table. Here ye are,
snowed in, and here we are chuckdull
-t povvishuns aad Lappinees, and lo
morrer i3 Christmas. Stranger, I'll
show ye more high steps, more hoots
and yells, more music, and feasting and
dancin’ and gittin’ up sta’rs to-morrer
than ye ever saw in all yer born days!
Ole woman, if this hain't the l.ord’s,
doia’s then I'm a petrified reptile and

-| never got religion.”

“Ben, yer right,” added the wife,” as
she poured out another cup of burnt-
cown coffee. ‘“We isa hos-pit-able fam-
ily. When we can’t whoop'er up fur a
stranger on Thanksgiving or Christmas
or New Year's, nobody else need try.”

Alter supper one of the boys took the
fiddle, and the rest of the family lim-
bered up for Christmas. When this
process was cnded it was time fo go fo,
hed, and ithe ¢ld man said :

“Now, then, ve kin see that we hain’t
bilin' rich, lere¢’s two beds, and nine
of us. Mo and the old woman take one,
you take t'oth«r, and if the children
cant keep warm afore the fire, I'll liven
their blood with a gad. Git right into
bed, stranger, and if the children git to
.Ilghlt;‘m' in the night heave ycr boots at
Em

Ii the children got into arow, I didn't
hear them. It didn’t seem asif I had
slept an hour, when the pioneer shook
meo by the shoulder and called out:

““Say, stranger, daylight has arrove.
and Christmas am here. Git up and
prepar fo jine in the festivities.” .

The snow was four feet deep and still
coming, but the prospect delighted my
host, who cracked his heels together

nl oxclaimed :

_“I¢ this hain’t Divine Providence
biled down, then I don’t like coon and
corn.  You children, stop that quarrel-
ing! Thomas Jofferson, did you forget
to 1ay yer prayers? If you did, I'l
warl Wp ye like blazes [

We had *coon meat, corn-dodgers,
apple raunce and coffce for breakfast.
Seats were found for the pioneer and
myzelf, and the mother and children
stood up. There was a long and em-
barrassing pause after we we were all
ready, end finelly the mansaid:

“3tranger, I was givin’ yea chance
to throw yerself on a bleesin’, but ye
didn’t tumble., Old woman, reel off
vunthin’ putty 1"

She closed her eyes and uttered the
following as if she had repeated it a
thousand times: “Now I lay me down
to sleep, und bless this meat and bread
anC fass. We are thankful for what
we've got, and not jealous of our betters.
Keep us in good health, make coons
plenty, and causo us to eseape the iteh
and measzios. Amen!”

When the table had been cleared
away, the pioneer and wife held a son-
sultation in a corner, and when it ended
the man appreached and asked : “Stran-
ger, are ye willin’ £6 help us mak this a
whoopin’ old day ?”

“YBB.'-

“Good! As a family, we are 99
per cent. on & ruugb-and-tumble, I'm
about twice yer size aud heft, and it
wouldn’'t be a {ar show, but the old
woman is s pretty even match, and she's
just achin’ to lay ye on yer back!”

“But I never wrestled with a woman
in my life.”

“Well, it's a good time to
She's wiry and quick, and she’ll lay yeo
if she can. Stand right up, stranger,
and do yer level best, to oblige me.”

I obliged. The situation was new
and novel, and in twenty seconds I was
thr:wn over one of the shake-downs
with a crash that jarred the house. The
womaa cracked her heels together, and
crowed lustily, the children laughed,

and the pioneer helped me up with the
exclamation :
“Stranger, she’s practiced this fur ten

years, and she'il down any man in this
aoun:iv 'cept me. I knowed how it
would be, but am much obleeged for
your great kindngss. The hull famil

will now swarm for their paternal dad.”

I retreated to a eorner, and the old
woman and her six children made a
rush for the father. They were seven to
one. They attacked him on all sides
with great vigor, and were picked u
and flung ten feet withont being a bit
discournged. They finally got him
foul and brought him down, and as he
lay on his back he observed :

¢ Children, ye may well feel prond
over this. Itshows that ye are healthy
and fall o' plack, and that the itch has
no business in a family like this,”

We bad bickory nats, pop-corn, cider
and lg]:lea { r lunch, aad at cdinner we
bad bear meat, pumpkin pie, roast
woodchuck, spple butter aud ginger-
bread. Afier 1ho meal 8 half tawe bear,
about a year old, was brooght in, the

conditions were unfavorable.

floor cleare:”, and a grand huggi
matel) took vfnce. The old womg%gined

“When a soldier is riding a hoss, 1;
the hoss plays, the moldier is played.”

shoot, in whidh ev one beat me.
Then the bear and the dog had a bout,
and the dog was used up. In the even-
ing we bad a dance, played old sledge
and drank hot cider; and ss we got
ready £.r bed the old woman read seven
or eight lines from a battered Bible,
and the man kneli known in all serious-
ness and prayed :
"This'eredayhuﬁ%tgnolou,
and we are one e grave.
A stranger onmlsgn and we toof;im
in. We've fed on fat of the Jand,
had a bustin’ old time, and expect to
sleep like a load of brick. Keep usfrom
growin’ pizen mean, oontinue our
whoopin’ good health, and resarve
plenty of room in heaven for us all
That's abodt all, unlees ye want to pnt
it into the miud of the stranger to offer
me his watch even up for my cld mule,
Amen!’ Quap,

The Doctor’s Visit.

A Christmas Izcident.

¢ Oh, Millie, do go for tho dector,
that’s a de.r ; Arabella has met with a
érigtxtful acoident, and I'm afraid she'll

ie”
- “Oh, go along with your fooling.
I've no time to bother with you,” said
Millie.
“ But you don’tknow how bad Ara-
bella is.
“ Botheration take you, ard Arabella,
0o,” was Millie's unfeeling reply.

Now, this conversation seems very
heartlees on the part of Millie. She
was 1the housemaid in the service of Mr.
Pendleton, in Laurelville, and the
childish entreaty for the doctor was
made by little Cora Pendleton, whose
yeers as yet scarcely numbered ten.

Arabella was only a doll, end in tak-
ing her down from the closet, Cora had
ler her fall, and one of her legs had
comooff. It was not an expensive doll,
and Cora had other ard finer ones, but
with tho strange faculty so often noticed
inolder persons,Cora liked poor common
Arabella far more than all her mon
magnifieent compauione.

Of course, the fact that Arabella wa
only wood, muslin snd sawdust did not
rendee it any the less necessary that
she should have a doctor who could set
thobroken leg for her, and so when
Millie, cho housemsid, refused to bring
a proper surgeon, Corn in her perplex-
ity turned to her brother Ralpb, two

ears he senior, for aid, After hearing

er explanations, Raiph gaid : Iz

* Never mind, Cora, 1’1l be the doc-
tor.”

So Cora seated herself on a stool,and
holding Arabella in her lap, awaited tha
| doctors’s visit. Soon there came a rup

at the door. Ralph had got an old hat
and long-tailed coat, and earried a bot-
tle filled with some colored liquid, and
having a paper label attached to the
cork. :

“Good morning, madam.” said he,
politely. “My cfice-boy ctates that
you desired to see me.”

“Yes ; my little girl Arabella has met
with a great aceident.”

““Allow me to see the child,” said
Ralph, . 1 his gravest tone.

e took up Arabella, carefully inspec-
ted the broken leg, and then witha
profound seriousness said :

“Ah! Itisacompound fracture of the
berrecellum.”

Ralph had got things slightly mixed,
but we can excuse him,

“I have some liniment here which
will oure her, however.”

The liniment was simply roluble glue,
and Ralph very quickly fixed up the
walking apparatus of poor Arabella,

“Now, madam, she’ll do nicely. My
fee will ba one hundred dollars.”

‘We see that Rilph had already learn-
ad the trme spirit of a surgeon, and
charged a geod high fee for a few
minutes’ work.

Cora drew out some pieces of | aper
from her pocket, paid the doector, who
with a polite bow soon departed, and
when he reappeared it was in his own pro-
per capacity as simple Ralph Pendle-
ton.

Wake, O my soul, and hail the morn,
For unto us a Saviour’s born ;

Seo how the angels wing their way
To usher in the glorious day.

“ Come, join the angels in the sky ;

Glory to God who reigns on high ;

Let peace and love on earth abonnd,

‘While time revolves and years roll round 1"

Christmas Decoration.

While this beantiful ascuracee that
the adornirg of His house is an accep-
table offering to the Lord,let us not fail
at the Christmas season, when we com-
memorate His birth, to do our utmost
to beautify the place of His sanciuary,
and to honor Him inour homes,

The most beautiful of all Christmas
decorations are twined evergreens; but
this takes so much material and so much
time that it is not always attainable.
Next best for churches are branches of
cvergreen {rees, with holly, ivy, and
laurel formed into stars, erosce-, tri-
angles and wreaths, The cross thculd
not be too pror.inent, but ehould be
seen dimly through the boughs; for
the staris the fittest Christmasemblem ;
it is then just before us, whil , as yet,
the sross is far away. For bome,
pressed ferns, autumn leaves, and bitter
sweet make pretty trimmings ; and here
is a curious looking ornament : Take a
newspaper and crush it up intoa ball,
Then cover it with gray, hanging m
fastening the moss with black thread.
Leave one end of the thread about
twelve inches long to hang it up by.
Stick in small pieces of holly until the
moss ball is covered, and when finished
hang it up between the folding doors.
Autumn leaves and ferns may of course
be used instead of holly.

_Ivy leaves that are used for decora-
tion are improved by oiling. The new
mo! dipping them in melted paraffine

es them exceedingly pretty at first,

but they soon wilt. A good imitation
of snow msay be made by dipping cedar
:g?hglﬁ%in vste:rd K ; them over
ur, an owing them to eg

oﬂomme pl:'afe; topgt oottox& wool ly

the branches, an th

looks more like real snow thmmlt
bat it is more dangerous on Christmas
greens where candl=s are nsed. Plants
in pots, _well ed on the mantel-
shelf, with wax placed here and
there through them, make a beantifnl

effect.
gladly of our best to

Lot us give
our little,

of our abuadanece, or out of
let us spare u fow boughs, a handful of
flowers, a bunch of leaves, or a single

g | bit of holly to cheer some oth'r bLome

After the bear we had a jum : Ruashing along,
match, in which the ¢ld woman be: Besutifulrain ! coming down so stron=.
the crowd. Then followed a targef- | Bubbing the paint off  lady’s cheek, 3

Making her give an inward shriek—
Beautifal rain from ths hewvens above--

Come out of it, quick;-or yon'll eatch oall, m~
Iove !

Oh, the rain, the beantifal rain !
Dashing against the window-pane,
Coming down in its drenching fun ;
It soaks the pedestrian every one,
Wheezing,
Sneezing,

Coughing by—
It moistens the nos3 and bungs up th~ o:
And even the ducks with a quack sn! .
bound,
Dash into puddles from the dusty ground ;
The people are rushing to catch tha train,
To get out of the damp of ths “beantiful rais.

How the wil 1 crowd goes swearing slong
Becauss they left their umbrellas at home ;
How the gay ‘‘Grecian benders” lke meteor:
flash by,
Drenched to the skin ; but, between you ani -
. They ain’t singing,
Nor swinging,
Dut dragging their train
Over dirty pavements scaked with rain- -
Rain go pura when it {alls from the eky
Right into big waler butta by and by ;
And the youngstiors are whacked for gettin-
wet fect, .
Or playing with boats in the horrible streot,

Once T went outin the rain, and T fell—
Lako tha rain drops—into a well ;
Fell to be cramped in my stomach, my fest,
Fell several feet, till I felt dead beat—
Bleeding,
°  Bwimming,
Heaving s sigh,
(Only I couldn’t be heard, by the by.)

I'd have given my head for a morsel of brez °
For I feared my friends thought me “‘v.r-

dead ;"
Messrs. Moses & Bons I thought of in vain,
For a waterproof overcoat to keep out the rai -
Once 1 went to a fair—in the beautiful rain—
And made love to a girl, in a shady lane,
And kisged her,I did, and her name was

“Grace.” _
And for it I got a slap in the faca.

Father,
Mother,
Sisters, all
8aid I deserved it, as mnch as my fall !

And I felt like some wretch that goes shiver-

ing by, i
Or a very small sweep in a chimney high ;
For all that was on or aboat mo *twas plain,
There was nothing--that had not baan soakal

by the rain.

Tt'is mot at all strange that this beauntifal rain

should fall on several sinners, beth handsoms
and plain. 3

It is not at all strange, when the night comes

If it should rain quiteas hard on my despor-
ate brain, .
Panting,
Ringing wat,
Drging—alone, -
Quito too we! for prayer. Two weeka for my
moan,
That ean’t b2 hearl in tha splash of tha coszy
town :
Gone mad in its joy at tha ra’n com'yg down
While I lie in my nighi-gown made of muslin
delaine,
Cosily tncked up in bed—out of the “beanti-
fal rain.”

Marie Antoinette.

Marie Antoinette, the beantiful and

il?::oﬂun:to queen of L:n&:uﬁ;&r g:

nee, wai tho younges

Francis I., Emperor of Germany. Her
mother was the famous M ria

She was born at Vienna, November 2,
1755. At the age of fourteen she was
betrothed to the dauphin, young Louis,
and s year later they were married at
Versailles. The weak, wicked King
Louis XV., died in 1774, and when the
news reached the young couple, they
both flung themselves on their knees,
exclaiming, “ O God, protect us, direct
us, we are too young.”

Light-hearted, fond of pleasure, ban-
quets, and fine dress, indifferent to
public opinion and blind to the actual

of France, the young.queen grew
daily more and more mnpopular, Her
enemies increased the pdpular dislike
of her by circulating false charges
agaiost her.

She was unfortunate in her choice of
those whom she made her personsl
[riends, and throngh whose exertions
her influence in affairs of state was
often exerted most disastrously, as she
was neither fitted nor ineclined to take
part in the government. At the out-
break of the Revolution ghe was the
particular object of the hatred of the
mobs of Paris.

In October, 1789, a mob attacked the

palace of Versailles, broke into the

guard, and foreced themselves into
gueen’s a hmt, m\%‘hm nmow:i
mged t ife. en question
by the officers of justice as to what she
had seen on that memorable day, she
replied : “I have seen all, I have d
I have forgotten all.”

Sha was with the king in his &
and capture in 1791, and from this
her conduet became heroio, snd she
endured with heroin couragae the ts
which fell thicker and faster upon
toyal family. In Angust, 1792, che was

in the Temple, On the 213t of January,
1793, the was guillotined. The
dauphin, Charles Louis, born in 1785,
was put in the haonds of a brusal cob-
bler, one Bimon, who did everything in
his power to degrade and brutalize the
innocent child, and whese ill usage
caused his death in 1.95. On the 2ad
of August, 1798, she was removed fo &
damp, eold cell in the Conciergerie, and
October 14, she was brought fo her
trial. When all the infamous charges

her had heen read, and she was
asked if she had anything to ray, she
nobly replied : “I was a queen, and you
took away my crown; a wife and you
killed my husband ; & mother aud you
deprived me of my children. My bloed
alone remains, take if, but do not make
me suffer long.” ,

Bhe was eondemned to desth at four
o'clock on the moming of October 16th,
and at half-past twelve of the same day
shembehmd“ ed.h Tho‘ugm h bat thirty-
seven years of age her intense sufferings
had her hair, and her bitter
tears had nearly deprived her of sight.
Calndy and heroically the queen went to
her death, knelt in prayer a few mo-

her blood her name upon the
of history, as one of the most e
victims of the brutal

‘hat may bs less bright than om: own.|

castle; murdered several of the body-

e T el

separated from her family and confined °
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